THE    GREAT    TUDORS

" Have you seen but a bright lily grow,
Before rude hands have touched it?
Have you marked but the fall of the snow
Before the soil hath smutched it?
Have you felt the wool of the bever

Or swans down ever?
Or have smelt o* the bud of the briar?

Or the nard in the fire?
Or have tasted the bag of the bee?
0 so white, 0 so soft, O so sweet is she "

with its Elizabethan use of the concrete word, clear, hard,
and delicate. Drink to me only with thine eyes, a poem he
himself liked very much, his best lyric, his j&nest mosaic of
translation, has not the Elizabethan graceful artificiality.,
but rather a seventeenth-century solidity and grave direct-
ness.

Like all his poetry, even the most formal, like every piece
of his work, it bears a strong impression of his personality,
its Ardent sincerity, its earnestness and integrity of mind and
purpose.'
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